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Frankenstein is 7 feet tall, in au- 
thentic colors ia jdurable: polyethe- 
lene, and so lifelike you'll probably 
find’ yourself talking to him, Won’t TEN DAY FREE TRIAL 
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The living and the dead form a partnership that dissolves in chilling 
gruesome shock! My, you should visit your dentist and take care 
of those sharp teeth. 


TORTURE CASTLE 


The horror of an ancient Irish curse gripped those caught in its 
web. Sounds like someone kissed the Blarney Stone. 


WEIRD SAFARI 


Zombies and ghosts mete out justice to a greedy murderer. A 
weirdo! 


CLAWS: ORIHORROR ooo a : 


Caught in a terrible nightmare,a lone man fought a thing that could 
not die. Ye-ech! 
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A fantastic fiction horror story. 


MONSTER IN WHITE 


Death places its wet clammy fingers on a fevered brow and ex- 
plodes with sudden violence. Is this any way to run a hospital? 


WEREWOLF CASTLE 


Two people came to the mouldering ruin on a stormy night and 
lived to see the dawn of doom. Umbrellas! Raincoats! Why not, it’s 
cheaper than dying. 


THE GHOUL AND THE GUEST 


The shocking bizarre tale of a bloody incident on a lonely farmi 
Like, WOW, this is frightening! 
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FLY, UGLY WINGED CREATURE, AND \ 
SCARE GILDA! SHE SWORE (F SHE 
SAW ANOTHER BAT IN THIS OL Ee 
LACE, SHE'D QUIT / 
SEE /F SHE MEANT IT! 


— E 
MUST WE GO 
OVER THESE 

LINES AGAIN 7 
MY NERVES 
ARE SHOT,/ 


FREQUENTLY, IN THE WORLD OF THE THEATRE, GROTESQUE REAL-L/FE DRAMA GOES ON BEHIND 
THE WINGS / 1T WAS THAT WAY AT THE OLO MILL 


SUMMER THEATRE, WHERE AN UNDERSTUDY, 
NAMED INEZ FANE PLOTTED TO GET RID OF THE STAR, GILDA GILLETTE, SO THAT SHE, /NEZ, 
COULD PROVE HER ART BEFORE AN OPENING NIGHT AUDIENCE OF CRITICS / 


ee 


/ I'M QUITTING! I DIDN'T 
WANT TO COME TO THIS 
BACKWOODS THEATRE IN 
THE FIRST PLACE! I'M 

LEAVING AT ONCE ! 


JACK! you 
SAID THEY 
WERE ALL 
CLEANED 
OUT OF THE 
THEATRE / 
THIS IS THE 
FINISH! / 


IGOT IT, MISS 
GILLETTE / 
DON'T BE 
AFRAID/ 


/ WELL, INEZ FANE, 
THIS LOOKS LIKE 
YOUR BIG CHANCE 


/F7We BAN, / THANK: THANKS, ~ 


( ToL THROW [miss FANE! { 
ITOUTSIDE / =i CAN'T 


TO TAKE OVER THANK \ FOR YOU, IMAGINE / KEEP THE BATASA GOOD 
THE STARRING / YOU, 4 { JACK! I'm WHERE IT \ LUCK TALISMAN / 
ROLE, TONIGHT / sIR/ IM \ NOT AFRAID CAME FROM! 

ae PREPARED! / OPTS I KNOW THERE: 


| WASN'T A BAT 
\: CEETIN THIS _ | 


fi 

/ 
i \ \. THEATRE THIS 
els 3 


I'LL HAVE THE BAT STUFF ~~ 

m6, Be AND MOUNTE®S AND KEEP IT _/ Ve ——/ AN UNUSUAL / WHY, I-I-- WELL, 

. ‘ IN ¢ MY DRESSING ROOM, io / SPECIMEN! WHERE DID ( ONE OF THE MEN 
: . WITH MY OTHER J ( THIS BAT COME J IN We SEAT RE 

GOOD LUCK ~— MISS FAN 

CHARMS! 


U WISH! MAYBE THERE'S. 


/_ THIS ISA VAMRIRE {UG SHH! I'VE 


AS YO 
/ BAT, USUALLY FOUND ONLY / CHANGED MY MIND 


SOME TRUTH IN THE LEGEND THAT 
{ IN SOUTH AMERICA! LOOK, { ABOUT HAVING THE Jf ONE HUNDRED YEARS AGO, THE 
{ THOSE SHARP TEETH, USED ) \ HORRID CREATURE LL OWNER'S WIFE WAS 

\° To PUNCTURE THE VEINS ‘ 


STUFFED/ EXECUTED FOR SUPPOSEDLY 


OF ITS VICTIM_AND DRAW / BEING A HUMAN VAMPIRE! 


OUT THE BLOOD! y 


SHE WAS BURIED WHY, THAT'S WHERE I Look ou7T/ its EM, IT'S TAKING 
IN THAT CEMETERY CAUGHT THAT BAT! GOING FOR YOUR MY LUCKY CHARM 
RIGHT NEAR THE THROAT / NECKLACE! 


THEATRE / 
( LOOK OUT! THE BAT'S 


COME ALIVE / 


IT GOT AWAY! TILL THAT'S AFTER SHE LEFT THE TAXIDERM/ST'S 
BUY YOU ANOTHER SWEET OF SHOP... I MUSTN'T THINK 
NECKLACE, IF YOU, BUT THAT _\> Z CAN'T CHANCE ABOUT THAT RIDICULOUS 
YOU'LL PERMIT NECKLACE WAS \ HAVING BAD LUCK IN TONIGHT'S LOCAL LEGEND THAT THE 
ME, MISS FANE! AVERY LUCKY PERFORMANCE! IZMUST GET WOMAN BURIED HERE 
ONE/TILL GET | THAT NECKLACE BACK! I FOUND. WAS SUPPOSED To BE 
IT BACK SOME { THAT BAT IN THAT OLD BROKEN- A VAMPIRE ! 
DOWN MAUSOLEUM! PERHAPS > 
/T RETURNED HERE! 


ois 


Mf Ue Mory 
‘ 4 a 


LI WAS RIGHT! THE ASS INEZ REACHES FOR THE NECKLACE, A SWIFT 
BAT D/P RETURN TO 2 TRANSFORMATION CAME OVER THE BAT... 
ITS HOME / WOW, IF I . . : 
CAN JUST GET THAT | ie 
NECKLACE FROM A-A HUMAN N@ 7 YES, My DEAR! TAM \ 
AROUND ITS VAMPIRES OLGA MAZUR, THE MILL 
OWNER'S WIFE! BUT 


EEEE VINEE! A DON'T Be sie A 
an (Sees) 
} 


cee “Se Lae — = = = 
/ YOUR SOFT, WHITE WO! NOL \ — /“NHEN YOU PREVENTED 
( THROAT IS A / LEAVE ME : 


GREAT TEMPTATION! ALONE, KEEP | [ 


BUT I MUST CONTROL TRE NECKLACE!) \ 


\ MY NEED FOR YOUR L DON'T |“, ACCORCING TO / 
< BLOOD! ra \ WANT ime / VAMPIR 
oe. : at f your yis 
= I —— YOUR Yl Ee 
agave Wy, \ | TRANSFORMED ME 


INTC A HUMAN jWy 
VAMPIRE! 


pees —— 
/\N ORDER TO RETAIN 
THIS HUMAN VAMPIRE 
FORM, IL MUST MAKE 
YOU ONE OF US ! 


LATER... ee 
[oe (AE MUST'VE ryote 


AN? HAD SOME WILD 
DREAM ABOUT A 
VAMPIRE! 5 


—— 


DON'T 
TOUCH ME! 


» OOOOHH! 
Ys yy i i 


Ath 
4 
Vy 
Yy 
Y 
Ww 
ae ; iy f 7 s 
/ MY WRIST HURTS! OOOH S PERHAPS 
IT WASIVT A DREAM! TWO PUNCTURES 
OVER MY MAIN ARTERY / MAYBE THERE 
WAS SUCH A CREATURE, AND IT BIT 
ME, TO MAKE ME LIKE HER, AS 
mee 86 SHE SAID! = 


YO/ I JUST FEEL UPSET! 
ERE WAS A BAT! IT DID BITE ¥ 
MY WRIST WHEN I TRIED TO 
GET MY NECKLACE, AND L 

FAINTED! THAT ALL / 


/ MISS FANE, HAV 
ee THE NE 


FOREMAN WAS FOUND 
MURDERED A LITTLE 
WHILE AGO! THEY 
SAY HE WAS THE 

VICTIM OF A 

VAMPIRES _, 


(INEZ FANE TRIED TO TELL HE 
WAS SOME OTHER EXPLANA 


KILLING / BUT, L it 
Vex PERFO RM ANC. 


BUT, AUBREY, E \ 7 IT'S OLGA MAZUR 


CAN NOT MARRY 


THE VAMPIRE! SHE'S 
RIGHT THERE IN 
THE AUD 


IENCE! 


IF YOU'D HEARD THE TALE O 


TO OWN THIS 
E VE / 
LLY SINCE A 
OF ANGRY TOWNS- 
=N WENT TO HER GRAVE, 


AND? HER REMAINS 
WERE GONE S 


M TO TRANSFIX 
el NERVOUS L 


[INEZ FANE'S PE ERFORMAN 
INSPIRED, THAT AS THE 
THUNDEROUS AFPPLAUS: 


THEATRE! LY ANS 38 
UNS YO 


(BRavo! 


WAS SO 


HIN DESCENDED, 


FANE, I HAD To BE \ 
RST TO GET TO you! 
GREGORY VOSS, OF 
(ON FILMS/ © HAVE 
\OVIE CONTRACT YOU 
CAN'T RESIST/ 


COME IN, MR. 
voss! I-I'M 
SO EXCITED, I 
CAN HARDLY 
BELIEVE ANY 
OF THIS 1S 
HAPPENING! 


( 


OWE CONTRACT, 
LE. / 


g: = — 
/ YOU FORGET, INEZ, 
THAT I MADE YOU ONE 
oFUSs! ¥ TOO, NOW 
VE THE TAINTED 
BLOOD COURSING 
THROUGH YOUR VEINS! 
SEE! EVEN NOW, YOU 
\ARE ALSO CHANGING | 


— 2 


YES! AND I 
FEEL WEIRD, 
UNFAMILIAR 
URGES PULSING 
THROUGH ME! 


/ BUT WHEN THAT 


MAN THRUST 


TURNS AGAIN, WE... 


yes! LET us 

HURRY/T AM 
GOING 

MAD WITH 


Zp 
ot aaa 
= YOURE: \ 
CHANGING } 
RIGHT 
Now! // 


[7 HA! HAS THERE 


MT STAND 


TOP WHAT DIVE 


Fe 


ALE 


OLD YOu T 


NNT 


THE BLA ING LIGHTS! 
2 SWOOPED 


[Ano SO, INEZ FANE, WHO SOLD HER SOLE 70 BETOM 
A GR Beane PLAYED A FINAL NSATIONAL ROLE 
S NBING NEWS | 

MORRIF-IEC AUDIENCE 


CAMERAS, Be 
OF THOUSANDS / 


THE O'ORUCE HAVE A FAM. 
CURSE TOO HORR/BLE TO SPEAK 
ABOUT! IF THEY COULD LOOK 
INTO ONE OF THE CASTLE 
DUNGEONS THAT DARK 


NOVEMBER NIGHT THEY 
WOULO HAVE REAL/ZED 
THEY WERE SO RIGHT... 


DORRAN!/ SO You 
FINALLY RETURNED? 


A TO CASTLE O'DRUCE! 


a \ 


= * \ 
y yes, ein nue 
RETURNED! BUT, \ 
L MUST SAY, ee | 
x 


AGED SINCE I 
SAW YOU LAST! 


YES I 
KNow / 
Y } 


Sen a 


7O TH / 7 ae NO, MOTHER DIED 
TWO BROTHERS JRIEP 7 |PGE THE YEA! / YES, IT'S OBVIOUS AND L WAS BROUGHT 
OF SEPARATION! YOU CO NOT KNOW. UP BY HER FAMILY! 
ABOUT THE CASTLE--/ THEY SAID MOTHER 
MY WIFE AND MY DAUGHTER OR WHY OUR A ALWAYS REFUSED TO 
ALAIN ANC HER FIANCE HEARD PARENTS. ere: TALK ABOUT HER 
SO MUCH ABOUT THE O'DRUCE { SEPARATED... } \ HUSBAND OR CASTLE 


FAMILY CASTLE, THEY COULD 
HARDLY WAIT To SEE IT/ 


o'DRUCE! 


NATURALLY L WAS PERHAPS, MY UPSTAIRS, ALAIN, CHANGING FOR DINNER, WAS. 
DELIGHTED WHEN YOU BROTHER, YOU SUDDENLY AWARE OF A STRANGE FRIGHTENING 
ASKED ME TO COME WOULD BE SINISTER SHADOW... - 

OVER / THERE ARE SO BETTER OFF : 

MANY THINGS ABOUT IF YOU DID 

OUR FAMILY L WOULD NoT KNOW! 
LIKE TO KNOW/ : 


Pome a 
| WILE FROM THE DUNGEON i 
| "CAME THE SOUND OF = L_.] THING THAT LOOKED LIKE 
| BLOOD-CHILLING, EVIL. SATAN-- AND THEN THE 
| LAUGHTER THAT PENETRATED DREADFUL LAUGHTER 
THE ROOMS ABOVE ... wey COMING FROM 
— : SOMEWHERE ! 


THERE, ANO THE 
THERE, BABY! SHADOW YOU 
LHEARD IT, SAW MIGHT HAVE 
TOO, BUT YOUR BEEN YOUR 
UNCLE KEVIN IMAGINATION | THIS 
SAYS IT WAS OLD PLACE-- WITH 
JUST ONE OF LOTS OF SHADOWS! 
THE —_" YOU'LL GET USED / 


A SHADOW !...A HORRIBLE 


TO THEM ! 


TAE NOVELTY OF HAVING DINNER IN THE ANCIENT 
OINING HALL MADE THE V/S/TORS FORGET THE INCIDENT 
THAT HAD HAPPENED EARLIER f 


UNCLE KEVIN. You 
HAVE A VISITOR / 


you! t--r pip 4 


NOT _KNOW IT 
WAS TIME / 


AH, YES... IT 1S TIME! 
AND L SEE WE HAVE 
GUESTS ! WHERE ARE 
YOUR MANNERS, KEVIN 7 
AREN'T YOU GOING TO 

INTRODUCE ME 7 


MY BROTHER, DORRAN, 
AND_HIS WIFE, AND 
DAUGHTER, ALAIN-- AND 
MARK ROYDEN-- ALL 


ALAIN SEEMED COMPLETELY 
CAPTIVATED BY THE NEW ARRIVAL, 
WHILE MARKS JEALOUSY AND 
DISL/KE OF THE INTRUDER GREW! 


FROM AMERICA ! THIS 

IS OTHNEIL O'DRUCE-- 
A DISTANT 
RELATIVE / 


IAM 
CHARMED 
TO MEET 


IW THE LIBRARY OF THE CASTLE, KEVIN SHOOK 
WITH FEAR AS HE FACED HIS BROTHER / 


a ae 


DORRAN,... OUR 


MOTHER FLED FROM 
HERE BECAUSE SHE 
COULD NO LONGER 
LIVE WITH THE EVIL 
THAT OWELLS 


NO ONE AS YOUNG AND 
BEAUTIFUL AS YOU SHOULD 
EXIST ANYWHERE EXCEPT 
HERE, IN CASTLE O'DRUCE 


NU 


DORRAN-- COME To THE 
LIBRARY! I CAN PUT IT 
OFF NO LONGER! THERE 

IS SOMETHING You 

MUST KNOW! 


THOSE WHO DARE SPEAK 


/ OF IT-- DIE-- HORRIBLY/ BUT 


SINCE MY END IS NEAR 
ANYWAY-- THE SECRET OF 
THE O'DRUCE DEMON MUST 
GO TO YOU-- AS IT CAME 
TO ME, THE NIGHT BEFORE 
OUR FATHER DIED/ 


L/M GLAD YOUR UNCLE HAS NOT 
HAD TIME TO SHOW YOU THE 
CASTLE, BECAUSE NOW THE 
PRIVILEGE |S MINE! COME-- 
WE WILL START WITH 
THE DUNGEON / 


| Wit, In THE ORA PIG! DO you | 
| MARK'S JEALOSY DARE INTERFERE 2 


TO WAIT UNTIL. 
MORNING... HER 

UNCLE PROMISED 
TO TAKE us! A 


I THINK HE'S 
CHARMING! 


eno = SUDDENLY, BEFORE THEIR STARTLED EYES, A 


y I've BEEN WANTIN 
TO es THIS ALL zi ° HORRIBLE TRANSFORMATION TOOK PLACE! 
: NOW YOU SHALL SEE THE 


EVENING / - 
ofS Eh DEMON OF THE O'DRUCE AND 
FEEL HIS VENGEANCE ! 


(/‘morHer!- THE SHADOW VY YOU GET FATHER, AND 
I SAW BEFORE DINNER... UNCLE KEVIN... DILL 
TRY TO HELP MARK! 


AND NOW... a 
EEEEEEY Ya 


peo 


WHILE IN THE LIBRARY. \ A THOUSAND YEARS 
AGO THE O'DRUCE 
WHO BUILT THIS CASTLE TORE DOWN A 
FAGAN TEMPLE TO DO IT/ THE FAGAN 
PRIESTS PUT A CURSE ON HIM-- THAT 
WHEN HE DIED HE WOULD BECOME A 
DEMON, CHAINED FOREVER IN THE 
DUNGEON OF THE 
CASTLE HE BUILT! 


YOUR DESCENDANTS WILL SUFFER AND CURSE 
YOUR NAME, BECAUSE ONE NIGHT A YEAR YOu 
SHALL WALK AMONG THEM IN HUMAN FORM, 
ANDO TORTURE THEM AS 
YOU TORTURED us! 


— Qi 


AS LONG AS THE 
CASTLE ENDURES, YOu 
WILL ENDURE, SPREADING 
EVIL! YOUR DESCENDANTS 
WILL HATE AND FEAR 
You, BUT THEIR PRIDE 
WILL MAKE THEM TRY 

TO KEEP YOUR 

PRESENCE A. SECRET... 
AND WHEN IT IS TIME 
FOR EACH O'DRUCE 
TO DIE, You WILL 
KILL THEM! 


AND SO, I SHALL BE A DEMON-- 
AND CARE NOT! NEITHERDOT | 
_ FEAR YOUR CURSE! DIE, DOG/ 


THE MAN WHO 
APPEARED AT DINNER 
TONIGHT IS THAT F/RS7 \ BROTHER-- 
O'DRUCE! TONIGHT-- ITIS 
BEFORE HE RETURNS IMPOSSIBLE 
TO HIS DUNGEON-- T THAT THIS 
WILL BE BEARS MAN COULD 
: HAVE LIVED A 
= THOUSAND 
YEARS-- THAT 
HE ISA 
DEMON J, 


—~ 
AH, MY PRETTY ONE / IT WILL AMUSE ME 


TO WATCH YOU DIE, TOO! IT GROWS VERY 
TIRESOME BEING CHAINED THESE MANY 
CENTURIES, WITH BUT ONE NIGHT A 


YEAR TO SPEND WITH MY FAMILY... Jo 
: HA HAs Mh me) 


I CANNOT BOTHER WITH 
YOU _NOW-- I HAVE OTHER 
WORK To DO! BUT IT WILL 
AMUSE ME WHEN I MUST 

COME BACK TO MY CHAINS 
TO HAVE YOU HERE AND 
WATCH YOu DIE / 


LOOK IN THE OUNGEON-- THE O oTHNEIL WILL COME BACK FOR 
NIGHT OF HIS FREEDOM, | ME! IF IL DO NOT SEE yOu 
OTHNEIL FREQUENTLY | AGAIN-- GOOD- BYE! THERE 


DORRAN! KEVIN! WHAT A 
STRANGE MAN-- HE 
BECAME A DEVIL ANDO 
ATTACKED MARK! I 
DON'T KNOW 
WHERE THEY 
WENT--BUT 
ALAIN 
FOLLOWED 


CARRIES VICTIMS THERE! \ MUST ALWAYS BE AN O'DRUCE /7/ 
HERE-- TAKE THE KEY/ 


HERE-- WHILE THE CASTLE Zi 
AND THE DEMON EXIST! 9 
GO, FIND ALAIN / 


A FEW MINUTES LATER, DORRAN OPENED THE 
OUNGEON DOOR... 


WE'VE GOT TO 
GET OUT OF THIS 
PLACE--AND TAKE 
KEVIN WITH US/ 


J 
yaa 


ae 


OH, FATHER -- IT 
WAS HORRIBLE -- 
HE ALMOST NOT SURE IT 
KILLED MARK-- WASN'T A 
~ 5 HAA NIGHTMARE ! 


I’M STILL 


/ OH, MARK-- IM 
/ ASHAMED-- THAT 
CREATURE MUST 
HAVE HAD ME 
UNDER A 
HORRIBLE 


| if - | Auld) a 
: ul (ii ni 


STAIRF 
ANo UP: THIS 1S OUR LAST YEAR 


TOGETHER! THIS YEAR YOUR TORTURE 
WILL BE SHORTER! YOU HAVE LITTLE 
BLOOD LEFT, BUT MY NAILS IN YOUR 
THROAT WILL MAKE IT FLOW SWIFTLY! 


AND SO ANOTHER O'DRUCE GOES... BUT 
I REMAIN... HA.« HA... THE FIRST O'DRUCE... 
AND THE CURSE GOES ON/ 


IF WE CAN YOU MUST NOT LEAVE, MY DEAR» AH... YOU ESCAPED 
a 


CH, HURRY... 
HURRY,..WE'VE Y SAVE KEVIN-- DESCENDANTS / AN O'IDRUCE ME ONCE... BUT 
GOT TO GET WHAT WAS MUST ALWAYS LIVE WITHIN Now I HAVE 
OUT OF THIS | THAT? L GUESS ( THE CASTLE! = MUST TORTURE YOU AGAIN / 
OREADFUL WEIRE TOO ww KILL. AS LONG AS THE 
LATE..NOW WE | CASTLE EXISTS! 
MUST SAVE 


OURSELVES / 


AND YOU WILL 


/ INTERFERE NO MORE... 
THE CLOCK / DAWN/. 
MY TIME 1S uP/ 


HE HAD To! HE HAS To 
RETURN TO THE 
DUNGEON / 


~ 


E>? ss 


= = ___—_— DoRRAN ANG MARK B0UG! NAMNTE THAT DAY, 
) THE NEXT MORNING THE FOUR WE? =| AND PLANTEL f 7 G3 L WHEN (7 
| VLLAGE... — EXPLODED, THE SC: THNE/L O'PRUCE 
i jperats 4 ECHOEO THROUGH 7) 2-- AND THEN WERE 
FATHER... L DON'T i STILLED FOREVER! — —— ae 
UNDERSTAND! WHAT IS WHATEVER POWER Ge a, ee OO NEV INIAND: THOSE, 
THIS EVIL ? WHY DOES IT IT HAS WILL SOON OTHERS WHO WERE CAUGHT IN THE TRAP OF 
EXIST ? WHAT POWER THE EVIL. CURSE-- THE O'DRUCE'S ARE 


DOES IT HAVE OVER 


FREE AT LAST/ 
THE CASTLE AND uS 7 


THE END 


MOR! 

THAT OF THE ELEPHANTS’ BURIAL 
GROUNDS! MEN HAVE SOUGHT THIS 

HIDDEN DEATH- HAVEN, FOR THE 

FORTUNE IN PRECIOUS IVORY THAT 
AWAITED /7S DISCOVERER, ONE NIGHT, 

IN A COAST- TOWN DIVE CALLED THE 
MOONBLOOD CAFE, A VICIOUS 
ADVENTURER, BURT MUNRO, MADE 
PLANS FOR HIS OWN SAFARI IN SZ 
SEARCH OF THE LEGENDARY LAST \=B] 
RESTING PLACE OF THE MAMMOTHS... \ 3 


IT 1S THE CUSTOM HERE AT THE 
CONCLUSION OF HER FINAL. SONG 
OF THE EVENING, TO GIVE A 

FAREWELL KISS TO ONE OF 

THE CUSTOMERS / SHE 
HAS CHOSEN YOLS 


yy f ““e 
Wy Fide Aa IN a 
YOU INSIST L SHOULD 


CLOSE MY EYES, FIRSTZ 
OKAY, BAGE! assem 


| WATCH OUTS SHE HAS A RAZOR 
BLADE BETWEEN HER TEETH! SHE 
MEANT TO SLASH YOUR FACE 7O 
RIBBONS WITH IT, INSTEAD OF 
KISSING You / 


fe AM SIRI, SIST 

MAMBU, ONE OF THE GUIDES 

[ WHO DEO WHILE ON SAFARI | 
WITH you! I KNOW you 
MURDERED HIM TO KEEP 
FROM PAYING HIM FEE/ I / 

NL SHALL HAVE My ee 


eeNeE ANS f 


GET BACK 
YOU LITTLE 


\ 


Z 
< 


Brora 


“ You HAVE DESTROYED MY 
ATTACK ME, . HUMAN FORM, MUNRO, BUT 
WILL YOu! OlE, YOU CANNOT MURDER MY 
YOu LITTLE 2 SPIRIT! ON YOUR NEXT 


SAFARI, YOU WILL. BE fi 
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In many places in England you 
will find remains of ancient 
Roman camps. These encamp- 
ments often included training 
quarters, and burial grounds. 
Back in the 30’s Violet A. Meth- 
ley wrote this story about a con- 
struction site near one of these 
camps. 


® Two men in plus-fours tramped 
over the crest of the down. The taller 
could best be described as bluff; the 
other smaller, slimmer, paced more 
slowly, his lips moving as he meas- 
ured the yards, Frowning, he made 
entries in a notebook, examined 
every crease and fold in the ground, 
with an eye keen as the hawk’s hover- 
ing overhead. 

“Grand site, eh? High—breezy— 
fine views—” The bigger man waved 
his hand with large vagueness, and 
his companion nodded approvingly, 
with pursed lips. 

“Perfect—couldn’t have done it 
better if I'd planned it myself from 
the beginning.” 

Thus did Mr. Seton Croft congratu- 
ate the Almighty upon the creation 
of an ideal natural golf course, that 
morning in 1931, and did so without 
any conscious conceit. For years he 
had practiced golf-course construc- 
tion; he was without a rival in craft 
and subtlety of bunkers and hazards, 


and it was his boast never to make two 
holes alike. 

“Good!” Gilbert Scayles, owner of 
the land, beamed complacently. “Then 
we'll get it in hancl at once—open next 
Easter, eh? I'll give you a free hand 
about engaging labor, and you and 
your wife can live at the lodge to 
keep an eye on things.” 

Seton Croft nodded absent-minded- 
ly. “This stretch will make a grand 
twelfth hole—the longest on the 
course,” he said thoughtfully. “Five 
hundred yards of turf for fairway— 

- trees on one side—sand pits on the 
other, Put an artificial bunker mid- 
way—and there’s_ the twelfth green.” 

They were now on the crest of the 
down; only the mounds of the Roman 
camp rose higher, and Croft pointed 
to the half-moon of sandy hollows 
and out-cropping rock which ended 
the vista. 

As they set off toward it, along the 
natural fairway, the golf-architect 
came to a frowning standstill, staring 
down. “Sinful, positively sinful!” he 
muttered, “A glorious fairway spoilt 
like that.” 

Right across, from side to side, ran 
the furrows of wheel-tracks, bitten 
through the soft skin of turf to the 
flesh and bone of chalk and rock 
beneath. 

“By Gad, yes—a confounded 
shame!” Scayles bent to examine the 
ruts. “They must be turfed over, and 
I'll stop anyone from driving this way 
in future. I’ve got all rights over the 
land, and I'll see to it at once.” 

“We'll get the ruts leveled and 
turfed first thing, then,” Croft 
commented. “Yes, as I thought, 
the green almost plans itself; it should 
be one of the best holes on the course.” 

Seton Croft was not the man to let 
grass grow under his feet, except where 
such grass was required, on a new 
golf course. Within a week, expert 
labor was engaged and he was estab- 
lished with his wife in the lodge, 
spending his days on the course, his 
evenings, with a large sand-filled tray, 
in which he had constructed a fasci- 
nating small-scale model, complete 
even to the tiny flags on the greens. 
Croft was a methodical man. 

After giving orders for the first 
roughing-out of the whole course, he 
concentrated his own attention upon 
the planning of the first hole, a dif- 
ficult bit of work. Consequently, it 
was not for two or three weeks that 
he took a general survey to see how 


the work was progressing, and, in the 
course of it, reached the twelfth hole, 
and walked along the fairway to view 
the returfing of the furrows. Once 
again, Croft stopped short. 

“Look here, Long!” he summoned 
one of the workmen busy on the 
twelfth green. “Didn’t I give particular 
orders that these ruts were to be level- 
ed and turfed?” 

“Yes, sir, and so they were,” the 
man spoke aggrievedly. “But yester- 
day evening or early this morning 
carts have been along the track again, 
tearing it up like you see.” 

“Confound them!” Croft, who rare- 
ly swore, broke out furiously. “Get it 
put right as soon as possible, and I’ll 
speak to Mr. Scayles at once. This 
shan’t happen again.” 

Scayles was as indignant as could 
be wished. Notice boards were set up, 
orders sent all round the estate, whilst 
Croft concentrated upon the repair of 
the damage, laying fresh soil in the 
ruts, applying turf like new-grafted 
skin. 

Inquiries had not Ied to the dis- 
covery of the culprits; all the cart- 
owners in the neighborhood denied 
having driven across the golf course. 
As one of them put it, reasonably 
enough, “It isn’t a short cut anywhere, 
and it don’t lead nowhere, so what'd 
be the sense of doing it?” 

But the trouble was not over. Two 
days after all had been put: right, 
Croft took his wife round the course, 
to hear her opinion of it as a practical 
golfer, which he himself was not, She 
was properly and satisfactorily en- 
thusiastic—until they reached the fair- 


way of the twelfth hole. And there, 
once again, the turf was torn transver- 
sely by those deeply bitten cart-tracks. 

Croft lost his temper completely 
for once. “It'll never be in condi- 
tion now by the time of the open- 
ing,” he declared. “It must be some 
cursed swine of villagers who've made 
up their minds that it’s a right of way 
across the course, and drive their 
carts over it on purpose.” 

In corroboration of his words came 
a voice from close by, and the Crofts 
became aware of an aged rustic, with 
gnarled hands clasped on the top of 
a knotted stick from which they were 
almost indistinguishable. He worked 
his toothless mouth and blinked rheu- 
my eyes, speaking quaveringly. 

“Eee, Mester, ’e’ll niver keep them 
ruts smooth, niver in this world,” he 
mouthed. “They'll be druv_ theer 
agin.” 

“Why—do you know who makes 
them?” Croft demanded. 

“Iss—iss!” ‘the old fellow nodded 
shakily. “For sure I do, “Tes the 
milk-carts.” 

Milk-carts! Good heavens, did such 
things still exist? Did farmers still de- 
liver milk in large metal cans rattling 
around in a horse-drawn cart? Croft 


sighed. He was a city man, despite , 


his talents, and the English country- 
side, for all its beauty, often seemed 
like a trip into the forgotten past. 
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Yes, of course; horse-drawn carts 
were used in this rustic neighborhood. 
Then his anger and indignation re- 
turned. 

“Where from? Whose milk-carts are 
they?” Croft asked. 

“Can't tell ‘ee that. But they do al- 
ways come, tearing up the ruts, whati- 
ver ‘ce do. Rattling and clattering, 
they comes, all the cans ajangling— 
the plaguey milk-carts!”” 

The old man shuffled away, mum- 
bling. Croft could obtain no more 
information from him, nor did further 
inquiries help matters much. Scayles 
and his steward both insisted that 
there were no dairy-farms with carts 
and cans in the neighborhood. More- 
over, old Ted Hollins was known to 
be soft in the brain, and you could 
32 
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not take anything he said for truth: he 
rambled most of his time. 
Nevertheless, the old man’s words 
had made an impression upon Croft, 
which was to be unpleasantly revived 
some weeks after the ruts had once 
more been repaired. For the architect 
returned to the lodge and his wife one 


lunchtime, with looks which boded 
clisaster. 
“Those cursed carts again!” he 


burst out, “Deeper tracks than ever. 
It’s the most deliberate blackguardism 
I ever saw, and there must be conni- 
vance of the district. Scayles is furious 
and I’m about ready to chuck the 
whole thing. You can’t work against 
determined opposition like this—it's 
heartbreaking.” 

“You'd feel worse if you gave up.” 
his wife said wisely, and Croft nod- 
ded, with gloomy assent. 


“You're right. I'd rather catch the 
brutes. The workmen are inclined to 
give trouble, too—want me to alter the 
lie of the hole, say theyll make the 
turf good this once, but not again. 
And I can’t coerce ’em; if those fel- 
lows turn sulky and strike, we'll never 
get the job done in time.” 

“It's absolutely sickening — but 
what can you do, dear, to prevent it 
happening again?” Mrs, Croft said 
sympathetically. 

To that question Croft supplied an 
answer on the evening after the re- 
turfing had been again finished. Af- 
ter dinner he put on his boots again. 
with a grimly set mouth. 

“Going out again, dear?” his wife 
asked. 

“Yes—going to spend the night at 
the twelfth hole,” Croft told her. 
“Going to spend every night there, 
ull 1 catch those scoundrels. ’'m not 
taking any chance this time; if they 
come again they'll have me to reckon 
with. Don’t fuss, old girl.” 

Being a wise wife, Mrs. Croft did 
not. She contented herself with mak- 
ing sure that her husbani put on a 
warm overcoat, and took a. packet of 
sandwiches and a whiskev-flask in the 
pockets 

Che night was overcast, with a dira 
mwon giving an air of unreality to the 
whole scene, which Croft felt vague- 
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ly, as he took a short cut across the 
course toward the twelfth fairway. 

He walked along the edge of the 
rough, where sorrel and scabious 
grew in the yellowish grass. A little 
squealing creature ran out from al- 
most under his feet, a bird gave a 
feeble pipe; otherwise it was very sil- 
ent. 

Croft reached a point where the 
ground fell away on the left, whilst 
to the right the slope rose smoothly 
toward the earthworks of the Roman 
camp, except for a deep cleft in the 
downs sparsely filled with bushes. The 
twelfth green was no more than fifty 
yards away; the newly-placed turves 
showed in bright stripes across the 
brownish-green of the fairway. Croft 
glanced toward them anxiously, but 
they were smooth and untouched, and 
witha sigh of relief he sat down on 
the edge of the fairway. 

It was a lonely vigil. Croft smoked, 
ate his sandwiches, sat gazing out over 
the wide, misty stretch of valley, play- 
ing fantastically with the idea of it as 
a huge golf course to be planned, that 
distant ridge a bunker—that rising 
field a green. But it was all rather 
dream-like; Croft was half dozing 
when the first sound broke the still- 
ness, a cank-clank-clank of metal, the 
jangle of cans. Old Ted was right 
then—the milk-carts were coming. 

Croft sprang to his feet and look- 
ed round. The clanking jangle grew 
louder, coming from the rising ground 
on the right, the bush-filled cleft. He 
thought, now, he could catch men’s 
voices, and the trampling of horse- 
hoofs was unmistakable. 

Anger and irritation came surg- 
ing back. These malicious boors 
thought they’d have it all their own 
way again, did they? Well, they should 
find out! Croft grasped the stick which 
he carried and advanced in the direc- 
tion of the growing sounds, 

Suddenly, with clatter of metal and 
creak of harness a vehicle emerged 
from the chalk-cleft and swung down 
toward the smooth turf of the fair- 
way. It was driven, milk-cart fashion, 
by a driver who stood behind the 


high, curved front, and behind could 
be caught a glimpse of another, and 
another. Croft strode forward, rais- 
ing his stick threateningly. 

“Here, you get way out of this!” 
he cried, “You’ve no business here. 
If you claim any rights, do it through 
the law courts, not by willful destruc- 
tion of—” 

His voice trailed off, for no an- 
swer came from the driver, and he 
urged his horse forward steadily. 
More furious than he had ever been 
in his life before, Croft snatched at 
the bridle. 

As he did so, something thrust him 
on one side, some power, scarcely phy- 
sical, which stunned and bewildered 
him, He found himself asprawl on the 
turf, with the vehicle sweeping by, 
clattering, jangling, followed by an- 
other, and another. Gleaming with 
metal-work, drawn by horses under 
high yokes, they were not quite milk- 
carts, Croft realized, dragging himself 
on to his knees and staring in amaze- 
ment. The drivers were swarthy, with 
strong features, and thick bodies, in 
closely molded leather jerkins. 

Straight across the fairway they 
drove, wheeling into the rough grass 
beyond; one shouted to another in a 
strange tongue, which was somehow 
familiar and they were off, with a clat- 
ter and jingle, the drivers bending 
low—cracking their long whips. 

And Croft still watched, dazed and 
bewildered . . . 

Now they were returning at break- 
neck speed; they passed close to him; 
with a clatter and jangle, with a roar 
and a swirl they were gone, up and 
away toward the silent, dominant 
earthworks of the Roman camp. 

But Seton Croft, golf-architect, sat 
huddled on the dry grass, trving to 
realize what strange spectacle he had 


seen in the misty moonlight, and what 
was its meaning. 

“Chariots—Roman soldiers char- 
iot-racing, men from the camp on the 
hill,” he whispered. “This is where 
they did their training, when they were 
in garrison here—by Gad, yes!” 

Presently he rose, and went to 
where the deep wheel-ruts showed on 
the new-laid turf, stood staring for 
some moments. It was almost daylight 
when he reached the lodge, and found 
a heavy-eyed wife waiting for him an- 
xiously. 

“My dear, you must be half dead,” 
she fussed over him. “I’ve made a 
fire, so sit down and get warm, and 
drink this cocoa—Seton, how funny 
and dazed you look. Did you catch 
them?” 

“Yes,” Croft answered, “I caught 
them in the act.” - 

“Oh, the wretches! How dared they? 
Did you give them in charge?” 

“No,” Croft spoke slowly. “You 
see, they proved to me that they had 
a prior claim to be there . . . I rather 
think I shall alter that hole after all.” 

So that is why the twelfth hole of 
Seton Croft’s last masterpiece in golf 
courses takes quite an unexpected di- 
rection. He told people who criticized 
it that there are a lot of things to 
consider in country districts—rights 
of user, for instance. It only makes 
trouble to go against the older inhabi- 
tants of a place, when you’re laying 
out a golf course, Croft said wisely, 
in an article he wrote upon his sud- 
den retirement. e 


MONSTER 
HAVE WE 
CREATED? 


ata 


{ 


AON 
A) x Ny / iil 


Oy THE OPERATING ROOM OF THE 
GRAYSON GENERAL HOSPITAL... 


NONSENSE, DOCTOR! THIS TYPE 
CF OPERATION CALLS FOR THIS 
KIND OF PROB.NG: THE PATIENT 


CAREFUL 
PHILLIPS, YOU'RE 
p TOO NEAR 

THE BRAIN, 


SIN GOOD CONDITION 


... BUT HIS PULSE |S SuDOENLY, THE PATIENT RISES FROM THE TABLE, BUT 
QUICKENING -- AND INSTEAD OF THE HUMAN BEING THAT HAD LAIN 

HIS FACE IS ODDLY OPERATION AND THERE, A LOATHESOME HALF-HUMAN APPEARS 
DISTORTED,,. L I WON’T-- A MONSTROUS CREATION OF THE SURGEON'S KNIFE // 


OULD SUGGEST. 
seaee! OR. PHILLIPS! 


I AM THE SURGEON IN 
CHARGE OF THIS 


NOBODY CAN LEAVE HERE NOW/ IF OUR HORRIBLE 
YOUR SCALPEL MUST HAVE MISTAKE WERE DISCOVERED, THE HOSPITAL WILL BE 
TOUCHED THE INNERMOST FART OF \ RUINED/ WE MUST ALL _ BE SWORN TO SECRECY.., 
HIS BRAIN / HE'S SOMEHOW NANO HE MUST BE HIDDEN AWAY FOREVER / 
BEEN TRANSFORMED INTO 
A--A--+- BEASTII’ 


WHAT SHALL 
WE DO? WHERE 
CAN WE KEEP 
THIS 


THERE'S AN ABANDONED THE DE Y Qui | GHT, A STRANGE PRO- 
ROOM ON THE TOP FLOOR. = T 15S A FEAR- 
NOBODY GOES THERE ! CONTRAST TO 
HUMAN HEART... 


MONSTER? 


HURRY.,,OR 
WE'LL BE 
SEEN / 


HE HAS THE 
STRENGTH OF 
TEN MEN! 


THERE !! 


1S SECURE! 


WITH HANCS GROW s 
THE BEAST RIP. ARS OF Hi FRANTICALLY 
HATED PRISON., —- DESTROYS 


HE'S ESCAPED! 
r/ MUST FINO 
DR. PHILLIPS 


HE'S GOT MISS BAXTER-- AND NOW HE 
WANTS ME /!/ BUT WHERE CAN 1 
HIDE? WE'LL FIND ME ANYWHERE Sf 


=) t ri 


ME! YOu 
CAN'T KILL 
ME 


M 


AW 
A) VIN 


F YOU COME NEAR 
ME,T'LL CRLISH 
You WITH THIS 
METAL WEIGHT! 
THERE |S STRENGTH 
INME , TOO / 


THERE/ WE WILL SEE IF 
YOUR INJURED BRAIN 
CAN STAND SUCH 
A BLOW !! 


HIS DESPERATE MOVE, PHILLIPS 

S AGAINST THE TABLE,AND 
A BEAKER OF SEARING ACID 
COMES HURTLING DOWN UPON HIM! 


Se 


Quicx.y, 


ICID EA / oA THERE HE (I CAN'T SEE! 
ING EXCRUCIATIN ID 4 iS! LET'S L (CE CAN! i= 
AND SUPDEN TRANSFORM GET “HIM! ; 


a 


MY FACE! WHAT'S 
HAPPENED TO 
MY FACE 7? 


YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND ! I'v A DOCTOR 
AND I'M RESPONSIBLE FOR THE MONSTER 
ON THE FLOOR,,,|T WAS ANACCIDENT... 


ale 


a 
WrystHe | EAD! UVE HAD AWN, OW AND THE DOCTOR, HIS FACE A MONSTROUS MASK OF 
ViGlLeNT - WHERE CAPE, MISTER OR STER HORROR, SPRAWLS L/FELESS ON THE FLOOR.., 
BLOW OF / TE AND THAT CREATURE 
OULD'VE CRUSHED Yo! OR GUY! SOME- 
TO A PULP / THING MUST'VE 
5 eas SNAF PED iNet HIS D 
THE beast | \ { i / | BRAIN! WE 
IS SUDDENLY | J: NEVER KNCW ». 
RESTORED 7 j 
TO ITS 
FORMER 
HUMAN 
STATE... 


YOU DON'T MIND A POOR OLD 
LADY JOINING YOU WHILE YOU 
READ THIS STORY, DO YOU, MY 
| DEARS? OF COURSE NoT! AND 
IT'S — HEE — HEE-HEE— SUCH 
A NICE TRUESOME STORY, TOO... 


Tans oo DATE TOA 


) THE OLD CASTLE HOVERED OVER THE 
) AGELESS RHINE LIKE SOME GREAT 
EWL BAT WAITING TO POUNCE OV 
/TS PREY! BUT THERE WAS WORSE 


WAS DEATH ! HORRIBLE DEATH OF 

) THE MIND AND THE SOUL ./ FO ON 
A €0L0 ANDO STORMY M/GH7, TWO sui 

) PEOPLE CAME TO THE MOULOERING | y 

OLD RUIN TO SPEND A FEW HOURS (K° 


ANO LIVED 70 SEE THE ? 


) DAWN OF DOOM... 
3 


| 

H/ \!M PRETTY BUSY RIGHT NOW, OF _ \ 
COURSE, BUT I'LL TAKE TIME OUT 

FROM MAKING THIS SHROUD TO TELL THIS 

TALE! L —(CHUCKLE)— HOPE NONE OF YOU 

~HAVE WEAK HEARTS! L—(CACKLE)—WOULD 


(ow 


\ HATE TO HAVE TO PUT THIS SHROUD ON 
r —— pre YOU.’ 
(MN i f 
a 2 i) Wesite,, N 
G YY f | Li — <8 ( 
(ET aE py | 


Ty si 


4 


Yo 
We 


WH 


@ 


ANN 


THE STORY STARTS ONE WINDY NIGHT IN 
GERMANY ! THERE WAS AN OLD CASTLE 
ON THE RHINE THAT HAD BEEN ROTTING 
AWAY FOR HUNDREDS OF YEARS... 


THE PLACE WAS CALLED WEREWOLF CASTLE, FOR AAND NOT FAR AWAY WERE TWO YOUNG 
GOOD REASON, AS VYCL'LL SOON SEE! /T STOOD PEOPLE ON THEIR HONEYMOON... 
NEAR THE LITTLE VILLAGE OF /NNSBRUCKEN 
BUT NONE OF THE VILLAGERS WOULO GO NEAR 
IT! ON THIS NIGHT THERE WAS ALIGHT IN oe 
ONE OF THE CASTLE WINDOWS... ORRIN 


died Ly 
I HOPE so! I'm 
A TIRED AND 
HUNGRY GIRL 
RIGHT Now! 


LOOK, JOYCE, A 
SIGN AHEAD! NOW 
MAYBE WE CAN ¥ 
FIND OUT WHERE J By 


ry 


ae f I HOPE YOU'RE RIGHT, (iia 
OF COURSE THEY \BUT I STILL DON'T a 
WILL! THERE'S A] LIKE THIS! WE ~ a= 

LIGHT ON, AND _/ SHOULD HAVE 
THESE PEOPLE GONE THE 
ARE ALL VERY 4 OTHER 
| HOSPITABLE! WAy! 


UGH —TI DON'T LIKE 
THAT NAME! AND How 
DO WE KNOW THEY'LL 


WHAT 7 HAH-HAH— 
JUST LOOK AT THAT! 
WEREWOLF CASTLE! 
OF ALL THE NAMES! 
THIS WE'VE GOT 


YOU AND YOUR 
CRAZY IDEAS, MARK! 
STRANGERS LIKE US 
FORCING OURSELVES 
ON PEOPLE JUST 
BECAUSE WE THINK f 
THEY WON'T TURN 


¢ YES, SOMEONE 
1S AT THE 
DOOR! BUT THIS 
ONE IS OPENING THE DooR / ATMOSPHERE 
ALREADY! L TOLD you J 1S SO CREEPY! 
THEY'D BE GLAD To see } UGH! WELL, 
. ag PAYING GUESTS! MAYBE J'LL 
oe : — FEEL BETTER 
YZ) AFTER A NICE 
HOT MEAL ! 


HO-HO! I'LL BET ANYTHING Y WELL, HERE WE ARE! 
IT'S OWNED BY A POVERTY- | ALL OUT FOR WEREWOLF 
STRICKEN BARON OR SOME- “CASTLE, HONEY! SEE, SOME- 


THING, WHO'S PROBABLY 
RUNNING IT AS AN INN! 


TOS 


HELLO! ZAN YOU is 
PUT US UP FOR 
MR THE NIGHT? 


A\ 
ASS 


Al FEW MOMENTS LATER... 


/ ME! THE BARON AND 

=SS WILL BE GLAD TO SEE 

YOU! WE VERY SELDOM GET 
STRANGERS HERE! 


f GOOD EVENING! 
LAM THE 


i cane Ni 


DO YOU THINK OF 
WEREWOLF CASTLE? 


SHOW YOU 
TO YCUR 


DON'T LAUGH, MR. HANSON! SOME OF THOSE 

STORIES ARE QUITE TRUE! AS A MATTER OF 

FACT, A WEREWOLF USED TO LIVE IN THIS 
: : ———-— VERY CASTLE! 


sO YOU FIND VL CERTAINLY 
OUR CASTLE 4 DO! WERE- 

GO AHEAD, JOYCE! ) INTERESTING, \WOLVES, OF , 

DEAR, L KNOW \ I'LL STAY AND MR. HANSON? /ALL THINGS 
YOU MUST BE } CHAT WITH THE I'VE HEARD 
TIRED! ILL BARON FOR A sO MANY 


FEW MINUTES! STORIES... 
) Pn 

( ? 

8 fey iN 


WY, 2 i 
CEN \ ss 
Y uA 


NO, I AM NOT KIDDING, AS YOU AMERICANS 
SAY! THE CASE IS LISTED HERE IN THE 
HISTORY OF THE GOTHA FAMILY! YOU SEE, 
THE WEREWOLF WAS ONE OF MY ANCESTORS! 
HE WAS FINALLY BURNED AT THE $TAKE, AND, 
THEY SAY HIS GHOST STILL HAUNTS THIS 
CASTLES THIS WILL MAKE PLEASANT 
— READING IN CASE YOU CAN'T 


MAEANTIME, ON ANOTHER FLOOR { YOU'RE » SH 
OF THE OLO CASTLE... 


. | $.EEP WELL! AND IF YOU SHOULD HEAR 
E+. YF ~~’ PERFECTLY \( 2reanc NOISES IN THE NIGHT, DON'T BE 
; WELCOME, MY DEAR! } ALARMED! IT WILL ONLY—(CHL 
IN FACT, WE'RE SO PLEASED TO A THE BATS FLYING AROUND IN 
ai HAVE YOU! WE VERY SELDOM _ DUNGEON! 
HAVE VISITORS IN THIS > 
ISOLATED SPOT! 


BARONESS! 
YOU'RE VERY 
KIND, YOU AND 
h YOUR HUSBAND! 


As VOYCE HANSON PREPARES FOR BEO, SHE HAS 
AN ODO SENSE OF LUNEASINESS/ THE CASTLE 
SEEMS TO BREATHE AROUNO HER, TO MOVE } ] 
IN THE MIGHT WiNVO... il i 
2 Se 


OWWWW— THE SHEETS ARE SO CANK AND 
CLAMMY/ BUT ZL AM TREO! S$O—(YAWN)— 

P AWFULLY TiRED! AFRAID 1’ NOT GOING TO 
BE ABLE TO STAY AWAKE UNTIL MARK 
COMES LIPSTAIRS/ I —~- OWOO000— 

pitas THE 8-BED = 


OUNGEONS! LIGH— NOW WHY DID SHE 
_/S BAD ENOUGH AS ITS... 


SUDDENLY THE BED SWINGS LUIPWARD, \, 
INTO AN OPENING IN THE WALL BBA 
BEHIND 17; SMOTHERING THE gal 


SCREAMS OF THE TERRIFIED 


AWN0 JOYCE FINDS HERSELF THROWN (NTO 4 
|) PLACE OF HORRORY IN A OM ANP GHASTLY 


WOMAN + + = 


ARE THEY GO/NG 70 D0 70 ME? HELP 
HELP / AAAAHHH Af ~ SOMEONE 
HELP ME/ MARK — MARK... 


AT THAT MOMENT SOMETHING FLITS FROM A WINDOW SS, WHAT LUCK THAT THOSE TWO FOOLS 
HIGH ON THE CASTLE WALL. A WEIROE TRANSFORMATION A STOPPEO HERE TONIGHT.’ NOW THE BARON 
HAS CO, QVER THE BARONESS GOTHA,.. Py x ANO I CAN 8E FREE AT LAST.’ FREE 70 

me . DIE, LIKE OTHER PEOPLE ! BLT BEFORE. 


AND NOW FOR THE BUSINESS 

( OF THE MIGHT. EVERYTHING YF 
/S WORKING OU7 JUST AS 

WE PLANNEO /T/ , 


—_— 


WELL HAVE ONE LAST FLING! BUT WHAT'S 7HI1S—) BUT THE BARON IS JUST PREPARING | 
THE BARON /S STILL WITH THAT MAN, THE y{{TO LEAVE HIS GUEST... 7 a 
( HUSBAND ! WHAT EAN HE BE THINKING OF — & as : 
l THE GIRL IS FOR HIM! THE MAN (ES 
FOR ME” 
“2 


SURE, BARON: I'M 
WILL YOU EXCUSE ME. 
A MOMENT, HANSON 7 
I— I THOUGHT I 
HEARD SOMETHING OUT 
IN THE MAIN CORRIDOR! 4 
I'LL ONLY BE A MINUTE... 


GETTING SLEEPY ANY- 
AJ WAY! L THINK I'LL GO 
& ALONG AND JOIN My ¥ 
WIFE! GOOD NIGHT! } 


ath 


$0 BEHIND THE GRIN FACADE OF TH: 
CASTLE THE SCREAMING BEGINS. /BUT 
MARK HANSON 1$ POWERLESS 
AGAINST THE VAMPIRE. .. 


_s 
‘ \ Bs, Za 
X' ! G 


RIGHT, FOOL! AND NOW YOU 
THE MAN CAN KNOW THAT WEREWOLF 

LEAVE THE STUDY, { CASTLE WAS NOT NAMED AS 
THE WIND BLOWS 44 A JOKE! BUT MY HUSBAND 
THE WINDOW OPEN IS THE WEREWOLF —AND 
WITH A CRASH: ANZ...) HE'S AFTER YOUR 
WIFE NOW! 


NOW... 


AHA —MY TEETH SINK EASILY ; 
INTO YOUR THROAT, MY FRIEND. 


ANO WHILE THE BARONESS /5 && BARON GOTHA! YOU DEMAND EH? BUT I 
ENTERTAINING HERSELF WITH WHAT IS THE A@ AM GIVING THE ORDERS NOW, 
THAT YOUNG FOOL, I'LL GET ON WITH MY MEANING OF _ Y MRS. HANSON! AND you 
OWN BUSINESS! THE GIRL 1S NICELY THIS OUTRAGE? @& ARE COMPLETELY IN MY 
TRAPPEO AND WAITING FOR ME/ .. I~-(soa/— a : 
DEMAND... 


MEANTIME... 


~~ 


AINO BEFORE THE EYES OF THE YS NO USE, MY DEAR! } 
ASTONISHED AND TERRIFIED ALL THOSE WHO 


— 


THE MOMENT YOL PEOPLE 

TOCK THE WRONG ROAD TONIGHT — 

) AND IT WAS THE WRONG ROAD, AS i ~ 
YOU'LL ADMIT NOW- YOU WERE Sy yl 
8074 DOOMED! THIS HAD A P-HE 

. 7O HAPPEN! HEL Zp, 

MARK—MARK, * 

WHERE ARE 


i UEFER THE 


SAME FATE! ¢ 


N-NO! PLEASE! stay L., 
AWAY FROM ME! DON'T— 
AHHAHHHHHHEHH= 


Awo THE MOULOERING OLD CASTLE SEEMS TO 
GLOAT IN THE FAINT MOONLIGHT AS THE a 
SCREAMS GROW LOL/DER AND LOUOER, THE 

SOUNDS OF A MAN AND WOMAN iV ANGLISH! 
ONLY THE CASTLE KNOWS HOW MANY TIMES, 
OOWN THROUGH THE CENTURIES, (7 HAS Coon 
HEARD THE SAME SOUNDS OF DOOM... | - 


YINIEEEEEE EEE | 


ma 


GY 


igo 


NO USE CALLING FOR 
YOUR HUSBAND / my 
WIFE, THE BARONESS, 

. /S TAKING GOOO CARE & 
OF H/M, YOU KNOW! 
SHE 1S A VAMP/RE/ 
AS YOL/ WILL SOON 


IN THE DUNGEON, JOYEE HANSON SWIMS L/P OUT 
OF A DEEP SLUMBER! DAZED AND WONDERING, 
SHE STARES AROUND AT HER GRIM SURROUND - 
NGS WITHOUT REMEMBRANCE OF THE NIGHT'S 
TERRIBLE EVENTS... 9 
—-—_] OHH — HOW DID I GET IN 
THIS PLACE.” OWWW — MY HEAD HURTS! 

ANO MY THROAT — $0 SORE / ae 


FINALLY THE HORRIBLE SCREAMS OIE AWAY ANDO | 

THERE 15 ONLY BLACK SILENCE, BROKEN ae 
OCCASIONALLY BY THE FLUTTER OF GATS’ 
WINGS! THE LONG DARK HOURS SLIDE 
SLOWLY INTO OBLIVION, AND THE SUN 
BREAKS THROUGH THE CLOUOS IN A § 
CRIMSON DAWN TO FORM A BLOODY 
HALO /V THE CAST... jill z3 


i esa 
Res 


ae 


A MomeENT (MARK! DARLING! \ Z DON'T KNOW, 
WHAT HAPPENED ) EITHER! THE LAST 


WHLE MARK HANSON ALSO AWAKES IN THE STUDY 
WITH ONLY A HAZY NOTION OF WHAT THE MIGHT LATER. « 
HAS BROUGHT. BUT HE KNOWS ONE THING ~ THAT TOUS? IL-1 THING I REMEMBER 
HE MUST FIND HIS WIFE AT ONCE... PEE CAN'T REMEMBER ANYTHING! )I WAS IN THE vw 
ee Bale SLSOF DOWN WERE ALL Mager? qT SUB SEEMS THAT I HAP _/ STUPY ANE THe 
JOYCE! WHERE 15 MY WIFE? IL M~MUST FINE N A HORRIBLE ‘ BARON WAS ZB 


I i 
ee HER / mm 4 DREAM! } LEAVING: 3 
= =e mie \ ‘wu : BLIT WAI : 


WV WHERE ARE 
THEY? THE 
BARON AND 


ep YOU ARE NOW A 
\ WEREWOLF AND 
YOUR WIFE IS _A 
\ VAMPIRE! AS THE . 

Bewino f HEE-HEE —HEE/ NO USE YX GOTHAS WERE! AND YOU HEE -HEE! THAT'S THE STORY, MY 
THEM..+9 LOOKING FOR THE BARON )\WILL REMAIN THAT WAY DEARS! NOT PRETTY, |S IT? ANO IF 
a AND BARONESS! THEY |UNTIL SOMEONE ELSE YOU DON'T —(CHUCKLE) — BELIEVE 
WON'T BE COMING BACK! EVER! / STOPS HERE, AND YOU ME, THEN JUST GO AND SEE FOR 
YOU'RE THE NEW TENANTS OF / TREAT THEM AS YOL! YOURSELF! WEREWOLF CASTLE !5 


WEREWOLF WERE TREATED ! THAT IS STILL WAITING |! AND NOW I MUST } 


| THE ONLY WAY YOU CAN GO, TOO, FOR THERE !S A CORPSE 2 
EVER BE RELEASED! you /, WAITING FOR THIS SHROUD! 
HAD BETTER — (CHUCKLE) — 


wp HOPE THAT IT IS 


Zz 


Li ee, 
- 
ALO ESIRABLE: 


I'M HUNGRY, LADY! : 
CAN YOU SPARE I WORK. FOR WHAT I W 
A BIT OF GRUB* GIT! IF YOU! WANT To J 
I'M A SICK MAN, EAT, PROVE IT... THAT 

: WOOD OVER THERE ml 
MONEY LIKE NEEDS CHOPPING... 


OTHER FOLKS R " 


LAZY NO-GOoO! 
FEED HiM, WILL I? 
NOT UNTIL HE'S 
EARNED /7/ LOOK 
AT Hil STALL 
AROLWO...« 


GOING BACK TO 

HER CHORES, MRS. 
CLARK HEARD THE 
RISE AND FALL OF 
THE AXE... THE 

STRANGER WORKED 
SO SLOW, HE'D fim 
NEVER CHOP 
ANYTHING TO 
SPEAK OF... 


UH! MUST HAVE 
HURT HIMSELF... 
> NO... NO, Z GUESS 
HE JUST FAINTED / 


GOT TO FILL THE 
woop BIN 9O L 

CAN EAT... PERHAPS 
YOu WILL JOIN ME 
THEN, EH? I'LL BE 
BACK FOR you! 


[oon TALK 
FOOLISHNESS! 
GIT uP! 


'M NOT SICK, 

LADY...I'M DYING... 
BUT I'VE GOT TO 
FILL THE WOOD 


GIT UP! IF you 
CAN'T WORK, BE 
OFF WITH You! 
NO PLACE FOR 
SICK MEN 'ROUN 


Se ; 
HE'S DEAD! HOW WILL £ 
EXPLAIN A MAN'S DEAC B0LY 
HERE TO ZEB? HELL NEVER 
BELIEVE ME... 


GOF 70 G/T RID OF 
AIM THIS WAY LUNTIL 
Z CAN THINK... d 
ZEB‘LL BE HOME 
AVY MINUTE! 


WHAT'S WRONG 
WITH YOU, WOMAN? 


Mes. Clark's 
FACE LOOKED 


I'M TIRED, 
THAT'S ALL, 


A LITTLE TIRED 
MYSELF! GOT TO 


THEN You'D 
BETTER GIT 


COLORLESS SKITTERY AS A ZEB... / TURN OVER THE SOME SLEEP... 
WHEN ZEB NEW COLT FIELDS TOMORROW... : E 
SHOWED UP... TONIGHT! 

HE NOTICED 

HOW “HER 

HANDS WERE 


SHAKING, TOO... 


WHAT'S THAT? 
S- SOMEONE 
CHOPPING WOOD? 


p> THE TRAMP! BUT 
/T COULON'T BE/ 
Z BURIED HIM IN Y 
THE YARO/ g 


$ ; 


NOW, Now, HONEY, you 
HAD A NIGHTMARE! 
CALM YOURSELF... 
EVERYTHING'S ALL 


JUST MY NERVES AFTER 
ALL / THE GRAVE (Ss EXACTLY 

AS IL LEFT /7:-- BUT—-BUT ; 
THOSE FOOTSTEPS! WHO... 
COULD THEY BE ZEB'S? 


THE NEXT DAY SAY, YOU HAVEN'T 
WAS TORTUROUSLY Y@f AWAKENED YET, HONEY! 
LONG IN COMING, L SAID GOODBYE TO 
BUT FINALLY THE YOU TWICE AND YOU 
SUN SHONE AND DIDN'T HEAR ME! 
ZEB GOT READY 

TO LEAVE 

FOR THE 


FIELDS. «. 


=e 
CHOPPING AGAIN / HE'S BACK! 
NO! I'M DREAMING! ZEB 
DOESN'T HEAR HIM... IT'S 
ONLY MY /MAGINATION/ 


3 SP. 


.- LEADING TO THE WOOD BIN... 
OHHH... 17'S HALF FULL! BL/T I 
KNOW WE O/ON'T HAVE THAT 
MLICH WOOD STACKED AWAY... 


«AND THE BIN 1S 
ALMOST FULL! HE 
SAID HE'D COME BACK 
FOR ME WHEW /T 
WAS FULL/ WO... 


C-COULD THAT BE 
HIM? THAT THING * 
FILLING THE WOOL 


rs t f Y / 4 
CONTINUED ON BACK COVER 


RS TALL! eee 7 
ARitting ! 


LOOK WHAT YOU GET! 


© Life size reproduction of a Movie Monster! 
© 12 4x5 glossy photos of your favorite monsters! 
© Horror Fan Club membership card and badge! 

\ : ~ .j © Official Club Bulletin showing latest Monster Films 


\ & “ 


3 Be releases complete with pictures and stories! EMBe, 
; f p ; 
rel B ON OS. @ SE MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


Be aren am, MONSTER fe MONSTER FAN CLUB, Dept. ».7 : 
So-n-S sie | 4806 Bergenline Ave. Union City, N.J. 07087 I 
~%/ yy 1 5 R , 
\ MASKS nderstand that | will receive FREE all the above mentioned | 
I 
| 


lu 

: pictures and benefits. Enclosed is my registration fee of $1.00. 

Terrifying life like reproductions of movie monsters. d Plus 25 fr Check Cash 
They‘re ghastly! They’re frightening! ” Sie 


Money Order 


LES, NANG scence es ccoisauraie sade messin sieieleouuavanre autiene I 
YORRY,..be the first2 f. is valiosin picid sto saseyncertn tia shaw eeraea steisietaeiate ya patois sides 
or aa ee Bs. CULV seetere es ooctomsaioiniegra hemcinioeunie ZONES, :i,sc3-8 State.ccscce ccs I 


FULL! HE'S PUT 


H—HE USUALLY STARTS ane 
AT MONET is CUT PUN THE LAST PIECE 


1s AND NOW, DEAR LADY, WE 
MAY DINE TOGETHER AS I 
PROMISED! YOU HAVEN'T 
FORGOTTEN THE TRAMP, 
HAVE YOU? SO WEAK FROM 

; HUNGER... 


D-DEAD! NO... 
IMPOSSIBLE} I'LL 
CALL THE DOC... 


PLEASE! DON'T THAT 
COME NEAR ME! | SCREAM! 
MLL GIVE YOU my WIFE! 
ANYTHING..- WHAT'S 
ANYTHING ! WRONG * 


SHE'S DEAD, ALL RIGHT, 
ZEB! SOMETHING 
FRIGHTENED THE LIFE OUT 
4 OF HER! WHO WAS HERE? 
=\ THE TABLE IS SET FOR 
TWO... THE FOOD'S 
~ BEEN EATEN... 


